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The Tragedy 

Haft. So profperI,a.<: I fweare perfeSUcue* 

Ri. And las I loue Haftings with my heart;. 

King, Maddam>your felfe is not exempt in this, 
Nor/your Tonne Tlorfct, Buckingham y\or you 
You h,iue becne Factious one again ft the other 
Wife, Tone Lord Haftings, let him kifl'e your h 
And what you dce/dceic vnfainediy. 

fthu Here Haftmgs, I will neuer more remerW: 

Our former hatred, lo thriue 1 and mine. 

•Rpr/l Thus enterchange oF-Joue, 1 
Vpon my part Ihail bevnuiolable. 

Hatt' And fo I tvvere my Lord. 

King. Now princely ‘Buckingham leale vp ^ 

With thy embracemenyto my wiues allies. 

And make me happy in this vnity. cj/tn^u' 

When euer Buckingham doth turne his hate 
On you, or youfs, but with alhdutious loue 
Doth cherifti you and yours, God punilh me 
With hate,in thole where I expeil mod loue, 

W hen I haue moft neede to imploy a friend. 

And moft allured that he is a frieind, 

Deepe, hoi low, trecherou s >and full of guile 
Behevntome: This doe I beggeofGod, 

When I am cold in .zeale to you or yours. 

King. Apleaftng cordiall Princely. Buckingham, 

Is this thy vow vnto my ftckly heart : 

There wanteth now our brother Glocefler here. 

To make the perfect period of this peace. 

Enter Gloeefter* 

Buck-. And in good time here comes the noble Duke. 

GA'.Good morrow to my foueraigne King and Quecne, 
And princely Peares, a happy time of day. " 

'.King' Happy indeed as we hauefpent the day. 
Brother we haue done deeds of charity: 

Made peace of emnity,faire loue of hate , 

Betvyeenc thefe fwelling- wrong mfeenfed Peares. 

Glo. A blefled_ labour moft loueraigne Liege, 

Amongft this Princely neape, if any here 
3y fa lie intelligence, or wrong fur mile, 
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i « p-,<s if I vnwit-tinsly or in my t^ge, 

rt death to /me- to be at emnity^ ^ 

Mte it and defire all good mens loue- , 

i- .(i Uaddam I intreat peace of you , , 

II vS ( porch** witfi my dm.ous fermcc. 

* Otvou my noble coufen : 

?‘ y ° a nv eradee were tod'gd betweene vs. 

f ,ou m Lord W , end Wrf Or*, of yon , 

That all without-delart haue fround on me* 

SeSrler, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed of aU ■ 

Ido not know that Englifhman aliue, 

With whom my ioule is any totteat oddes* 

More then the infant that is borne to night • 

I thanke my God for my humility, 

T. A holy day (hall this be kept hereafter, 

1" t ^id toGod all ftritgwere well compounded, 

* Mv foueraigne leige I dobefeechyourMaiefty 
To take our brother Clarence i toyour ©ace* 

Glo . Why Maddam, haue T offered loue tor this. 

To be thus Icon^ in thisroyajfprefence? 

Who knowes not that the noble Duke is dead? 
Youdoehiminiury tofeorne hiscoarie* (he is < 

Ri. Who knowes not he is dead, who knowes 
€)*. All feeing heauen , what a world is this . 

Buc. Looke 1 fo pale Lord Dorfet a s the reft ? 

Dor. I my good Lord, and nonern this prefence ( HO cHUL 

But his red colour- hath foriboke his cheekes- 
Kin. \$Clarcncc dead ? the order was reuerlo ( 7s, 

GE. But He poore foule by our firft order dice;- dec A 
And that a winged Mercury did beare, 

Some tardy criple bore the countermauno. 

That came too lagge to fee him buried i 

God graunt that fome lefie noble and lefle loyall, 

Neerer in bloody thoughts, but nothin blood • 

Defcrue not worfe then wretched Clarence did, _ 

And vet coe currant from fufpidorw Enter D arbj » 
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